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Austin: Something to Save the World

SOMETHING TO SAVE THE WORLD
Alex Austin
for the' end of the world, Brother, I'm afraid you've
picked ydurself out a job that's not going to take you as long as
you might like to think.
I heard it all from the blonde waitress at Charlie's Place right down
the street.
"Ham and eggs," I said.
"Coffee?" '"
"0. K., Sister,". I answered.
"So you're a brother. H~m and eggs. Right?" .
"And coffee."
"Right."
"But what's with this Brother business?" I asked her.
"You did say 'O.K. Sister,' didn't you?"
"I guess so." She had honest-to-goodness blonde hair that hadn't
been dipped into a couple of buckets of dye.
"I'm happy, Brother!' She smiled and went back into the kitchen
before I could say anything else.
Nice legs. Easy to see. The kind you notice right away.
She came out in a few minutes, carrying a tray.
"Ham and eggs," she said, putting the plate down in front of me.
"And coffee, Brother." Then she smiled at me again.
"What time do you get out for lunch, Sister?" I asked her.
"One o'clock.'"
"Can I see you then?"
"O.K."
Her eyes were green. Beautifully green. "Toast,
Brother?"
"With jam, Sister."
I took a walk over to the park. Talked to a policeman. Fed the
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pigeons. Held a kid's hand while he crossed Broadway because his
mother made him, promise. And' then I picked her up and she said
,we had tim~ to walk through the park for a while if that was O.K. with
me.
"It's a g()od day out," she said, breathing deeply and then looking
over at me as if she expected me tQ be saying something or other.
She was born in Kansas City. Name of Ellen Scott. Father was
the fire chief. Always lost at fire-hoqse poker. She fell in love when
she was twelve. Seriously. Gave him up when she was thirteen because
his father wouldn't let him wear long pants like the other fellows.
Graduated Marytown High School For Girls. And then came to New
York where she wanted to be a show girl.
"You've got green eyes, haven't you?"
She nodded her head.
"And when I couldn't get a job as a chorus girl, I ,got this job
waiting tables. I work down at the church at night. AJ.1d I might be
able to do something to help save the world some day."
"Honest-to-God, Sister-slow down."
"Want to sit down, Brother?V
"You've got somethiqg."
.
We, sat down on a little bench that was just enough out of the way
of the main walking paths.
.' ' .
. .
She let me kiss her. Cool. I But she didn't move away.
"You're out o.f a job, aren't you?" she asked me.
I tried to kiss her again, but., ~he backed away this time.
"Aren't you?"
I resolved myself. I nodded.
"Do you want to work down at the church?"
"Doing ~hat?"
"Getting ready foX: the end of the world."
Beautiful. But I fhouldhave stayed home.
"Getting re~dy for. . . . ".
"The end of the world. I'm not fooling."
. "Who let you in on the ~ecret?"
She took a little paper bag of breadcrumbs out of her pocketbook
and she threw them, a little at a time, out to the pigeons who were beginning to gather around her feet.
IIDon't you love pigeons?"
,
I didn't say anything. There was no falling stars yet.
"They just go around," she went on, "not showing their sadness or
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their joy to the world the way we do all the time. I wish they could
sing the most beautiful song in the whole world."
"What about canaries?"
"They're overrated," she told me. "But they're beautiful too.
Only trouble is, they're just like chorus girls. When you see a chorus
girl, right away you. expect her to be a terrific beauty, the same way you
expect a canary to sing."
"What's wrong with that?"
"It just doesn't work~" . She looked down at the pigeons again.
"And it's not that I wasn't beautiful enough," she added quickly.
"You're the most beautiful girl in the world."
"Stop joking. It's only that I don't like pretty little things all
polished up-iIi some bright cage that has a key."
"I wasn'f joking;" I told her.
"N 0 girl is that beautiful. Do you want to work at the church?"
"I 'thought YOU; were kidding," I said. I really did think she was"
kidding.
"Why would I kid about that} Brother?" She laid a careful emphasis on the word "that," making it clear that she certainly was not
kidding.
"But the end of the world. . . . "
•
"Oh, we've got time," she informed me.
"Great."
"Mr. Williams told us last week that it wouldn't be for probably
another fifty years."
"He did?"
Sometimes when the sun got into her eyes they flared up a bright
blue. It was hard to make out if they were blue or green. ·But beautiful, Brother. Beautiful.
"He's going to have the exact figures sometime next year," she
said. "Early April, he thinks."
"That'll be great."
"We're preparing now."
"I see."
I wasn't sure. I didn't see a damn thing but I told her I did, be-.
cause everything looked as if I had to see.
"What kind of work do you do?"
"Not much," I' said truthfully. "I can fiX auto~obile engines.
I've washed dishes. And . . . . "
"O,h, never mind. They'll find st>p1ething for you to do."
<'

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1946

3

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 16 [1946], Iss. 3, Art. 8

s0

MET iI I N G

TO

S A V E'l' HEW 0 R L":P

3°3_

With the world coming to an end there should be something to do. "Do you work down there too?" I asked her.
, "Only at night: I sing.".
"Hymns?"
r.
"Not all the time. Last night I sang tyou Made Me Love You.'
. . . I didrt't want to do it . . . I didn't want to do it . . .
"Mr. Williams doesn't see any reason for singing hymns all the' I
time. He says' the kids come when I sing CYou Made Me Love You' or
something like that."
'
"I'll bet."
She, looked at the tiny watch'i>ori her wrist. Beautiful hands. I
was going to try to kiss her again, but she got up, not really moving
away from me or being angry, but just getting up.
"I've really got to get back now," she said.
We started walking back.. Slowly. I held her hand. Her eyes
were green. I was sure this time. '
"So you'll go down there, won't you?" sheJasked..
"O.K." I smiled.
She stopped. Took a pencil and a piece of paper out of her purse
and she wrote an address and handed it to me.
"You just go down there and tell them you spoke to me and that you want to work," she explained. " .
"Just like that, Sister?"
"Oh, stop fooling. It's the tr,uth." She looked up at me like a
little child, but we had reached Broadway and there were a lot of people
going back and forth again.
"What time will you be there?" I asked her.0.'
"Seven."
"And this Mr. Williams is sure about the coming to an end
business?"
."Oh, he's positive about that. I'm glad you came. Only he's not
positive just when it will be."
"Oh."
.
"He figures that it couldn't }?Ossibly last more than fifty years or
so. - Things are happening too fast, he says. And the way he sees ii, as
long as we know it won't last, we might as well make the most out of
"
what we already know and prepare for it sort-of."
Even 'her voice was beautiful.
But we were back to Charlie's Place now and it was time for,her to
get back to waiting tables.
II
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"FJe forgot all about lunch," I noticed2>
"That's all right. I'm glad you came," she scUd, with that -same,
beautiful, almost mischievous smile.
"Say . . . what do lYe do to save the world?" I asked her quickly
as she started back in.
.
"I'll see you tonight, Brother," she said.
"O.K., Sister."
I stood outside for a few minutes. Then I took the piece of paper
out of my pocket, looked at the address she had written down, and I
started walking in the direction of the number that was on the piece of
paper, with a head all full of green eyes and beautiful canaries. And
thinking that maybe all this might really save the world.

'~
I'
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